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CHAPTER XII.

ONE thing we felt the want of, and missed dread-
fully in the jungle, was a supply of fresh fruit
and vegetables, these, to us, necessaries, being
almost totally unknown in India at any distance
from large cities. The natives seem quite con-
tented as long as they can get their rice, and the
only thing in the shape of vegetables which they
cultivate to any extent is the chilli. At some
places we got bringals, a sort of egg-plant, but
they were very few and far between, so that the
only green food we could rely on was in tins, and
we soon got heartily sick ofc cotelettes h la tinned
Gardinier's wife.' Buggallumpah was the only
town where we got plantains, and, although these
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